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One-joke novelty acts often seem to be found hovering around homemade or 
otherwise unique musical instrumentation, which, much like the vicious cycle of the 
chicken and the egg, leaves them pegged as novelty acts from the get-go and forever 
onward. Who could ever forget that wonderful Tiny Tim and his little ukulele, or the 
Legendary Stardust Cowboy talking about bugles, or Savage Republic and their 
mighty oil drum? A peek at Tucson's DOO RAG around soundcheck time might elicit 
some titters and whispers to the effect that such a bawdy happening would soon be 
commencing, and that it might be a good time to run home, put on a party shirt, grab 
the noisemakers, and maybe throw on that viking helmet that'll hold two beers at 
once with the two curly straws to suck on. YOU, my friend, would be sorely mistaken. 
Doo Rag are one of the finest "working" bands today, a true collar-of-blue, rhythm-of- 
blue firebreathing delta swamp punk gutter trash act, with a roadsong repertoire 
stretching a tentacle into the sharecropper’s back cabin for some old Fred McDowell 
and Blind Willie McTell 78's & jugs of corn liquor, and another deep into the 
wandering minstrel tradition that has this duo constantly on the go, winning friends & 
making happy people happier with their crazy hillbilly jook joint beat. They stunned 
me enough the first time I saw them kick it out that I traveled a great many yards to 
see them on two successive nights, and lord above if I didn’t see the exact same 
happy grinnin’ faces hooting and stomping in all three audiences, with word-of-mouth 
seemingly doubling the crowd at each performance. Later, while opening for The 
Boredoms at a San Francisco club run, I kid you not, by MOR linchpin Boz Scaggs, 
Doo Rag eschewed corporate club etiquette and set up their rig on the sidewalk 
outside in the cold 11th Street air after The Boredoms finished, and went & had an 
hour-long hootenanny for whoever stuck around -just because . 

The rig in question is quite a sight—an old vacuum-like apparatus with a winding 
hose leads down into a grounded & miked bullhorn, which carries the indecipherable 
distorted vocals; an oscilloscope pulsates above the duo in time w/ the vocals; 
percussion consists of a box, a bucket, and an old battered film reel on top of what 
looks to be a pony keg. You get the picture. This interview was set up based solely 
upon my insanely positive reaction to their Drunken Fish 7"; the live angle had yet to 
enter into the equation and proved to be the proverbial bunting on the bundt cake. 
Two more fantastic singles have since come out, along with a CD version of their 
famously received Chunked And Muddled tape, recorded acoustically within a few 
months of their formation. Not to mention that one of the two Doo Rags is named 
Thermos . Think about that for a second. We talked in their old Econoline one evening 
about the band and their up close & personal relationship with the BLUES. The blues 
of the desert, the blues of the USA—your blues, my blues. Ladies and gentlemen, Doo 
Rag. 


SD: Jay 


DOO RAG: 


Bob Log (guitar, vocals) 
Thermos Mailing (percussion) 





SD: How did your trip to the junkyard go today? 

Thermos: We didn’t actually go. We’re gonna go tomorrow. Wc had to icpuil Noun- 
equipment today so we went to the hardware store &. bought some log washers 
SD: Is there going to be a new set-up for tonight's performance? 

Thermos: No, we just had to repair the tube amp we use for (lie vocals. One ol the 
wheels fell off left night & the bottom is just going to shit. It has shopping carl 
wheels on it. Our roadie manhandled the shit out of it & it broke. 

SD: I was looking at that thing on Friday night, thinking, OK, who’s going to 
play the tuba, and why is there an oscillator attached, or whatever that thing Is. 
Is that just for effects, that kinda...green...light... 

Bob: That's the laser show. 

SD: Ah, like Pink Floyd at the Lascrium. 

Thermos: Because Bob's vocals are so fucked up and you can't really hear them, it 
just gives people a kind of visualization. It's only actually connected to the vocals, 
and plus we like to try to place it up high because we play sitting down. So 
sometimes people can't really see us playing, but hopefully they can catch a glimpse 
of the oscilloscope so there's some kind of kinetic thing going. 

SD: Is running it through the vacuum cleaner a cover for a not-very-good voice, 
or are you actually quite a crooner? 

Bob: I never wanted to be a singer. I hate singers. It just gives it a nice sound, old 78 
live. 

Sl): Yeah, it's what I imagine a 1920's blues record come to life should sound 
like, especially vocally. 

Bob: Yeah, I just hate singers. I couldn't find anyone else to do it so I finally had to 
learn how to do it myself. 

SD: So what made you rig that thing up? 

Bob Thermos is the one who put most of that shit together. I'm just the Egor. 

I hei moN I just build shit for him—I was always into tubes, for tube reverb, you 
Ionov, over since I was a little kid putting the vacuum cleaner hose up to my car & 
talk in/', into it and getting a nice echo. Like a slapback, hollow, reverb-y, cool thing. 
We've had so many different versions of the vacuum cleaner mic- we've had 
telephone', hooked up to vacuum cleaner hoses, we've had trumpets hooked up to 













'em, but we wanted it because originally it had a light on it, and I wanted it, when 
you plugged it in, the light would come ON-it was kind of a funny little joke, plus 
Howlin' Wolf had been known to sing with a microphone taped to a broom, and since 
Bob's a janitor it all kinda gelled. 

SD: So where is most of this stuff found? That vacuum cleaner for instance, no 
one's seen anything like that since the 30's, the 40's. 

Bob: What, '34? 

Thermos: Yeah, we saw some old ads for it in a magazine. We just find old shit like 
that at thrift stores, junk shops, whatever. 

SD: Is Tucson pretty good for finds like that? 

Bob: Yeah, real good. It’s not quite as picked over. 

Thermos : Just machinery & stuff is real easy to come by there. 

SD: Do you have some sort of manifesto that sums up the Doo Rag experience? 
Bob: "Something out of nothing". We didn't have anything to begin with & we made 
it all out of scraps and junk parts and phone mics & whatever. 

SD: What kind of evolution has the equipment gone through? 

Bob: The microphone is still actually a phone mic at the bottom of that tube, and it 
can come out of the bullhorn and the tuba amp at the same time. 

Thermos: It's all adaptable. There's just cords and jacks all over the shit so that any 
combination of things is possible. 

SD: Well OK, then what's up with the box? You were saying something on the 
phone about the box, how it has to have wax paper in it to sound right? 
Thermos: No, it's a wax coated beer box-why, here's one right here. We've got a 
line on these at a bar in Tucson. This is not your normal box. It's not corrugated, as 
you can see. It's thick, you know, it's not going to wear out. When I started out I was 
playing all kinds of corrugated cardboard boxes, and those were lasting about an hour. 
Then I got a hold of one of these, and you know, I didn't like the way it sounded at 
first but I found that if you work it in a little bit, it sounds pretty good. 

SD: How does one work a box in? 

Thermos : You just have to hit it for a while, and then it develops sweet spots around 
it. I’m getting really picky about the boxes now. Now I only use Budweiser or Miller 
Genuine Draft, 'cause I was using Michelob when I started & that's the one I had to 
work in, and these Budweiser & Miller ones, they're great when they're brand new. 



So as soon as they get a little bit worn I have to either flip it over, or if both sides are 
gone, well, then I get a new box. 

SD: I think Michelob might be a little too upscale for your cheap aesthetic. 
Thermos: Yeah, and those "light" boxes don't last for shit. 

SD: We were watching you last night and thinking, these guys must be 
incredible alcoholics to play a beer box every night—I would think it would just 
get shredded after playing it once & you'd be like, "Well, have to buy another 
case today, guess we'd better drink these". 

Thermos : We're going to start asking for these full from now on when we play a bar. 

I learned my lesson about running out of boxes when we were in Dallas. Lost the box. 
Bob: You threw it at people in Austin. 

SD: Why? 

Thermos : We played this insane show in Austin, and I just did a rock and roll thing. 
After we were done I stood up and there were, seriously, like a thousand people there. 
It was a huge rave club. I stood up and there were a sea of people out there and I just 
chucked my box, carelessly throwing it away, and that was the last box I had. 

Bob: We couldn't find one in all of Texas. For some reason no bars have longneck 
boxes. 

Thermos: I had to go with a plastic Rubbermaid trash can, which sounded pretty 
good but it was a little bit "slappy" for my tastes. 

SD: What prompted you to play on such unique instruments insteud of the 
more conventional guitar, drums, etc.? 

Thermos: Well I’ve played regular drums, you know, but it just didn't sound right. 
We wanted to be portable-I didn't want to be spending all this money on IicikIn and 
all that crap. 

SD: Breaking down & setting up. Just put it on the floor and put n mlc in It. 
Thermos: The mikin g thing is actually real recent. We used to play at a lot lower 
volume. 

Bob: I always use some sort of amp just for the EQ of it, just the old, tinny sound. 
The guitar I have is not that loud acoustically, it sounds really good but it doesn't 
really travel. 

SD: What kind of guitar is that? 

Bob: It's a homemade piece of shit. I think it's balsa wood, I can't even imagine how 
it's lasted this long. 

SD: What's the circular thing in the middle? 

Bob: It's a resonator cone like a Dobro has, but inside is just a stereo speaker cone, 
like a cardboard/paper cone instead of a tin plate, and the cover, it could be part of a 
National, I don't know. 

Thermos: We cut the guitar out & put that in there-we looked at pictures of old 
guitars. You'll notice it's a little off center; Bob cut the f-holes with a butter knife. 
Bob: Close enough. 

SD: How long have you been playing as Doo Rag? 

Thermos: Between 2 and 3 years. 

Sl): So that tape from '91, you recorded that right away? 

Bob: Pretty much. That was before we really even knew those songs, but that's kinda 
what I like about it. It's really raw. A lot of the songs are old standards, sort of learned 
from somebody who learned them from somebody who learned them from somebody. 
There's a few originals but they really started with an old song & just got changed 
completely. That tape was inspired by a lot of music I really liked. Now since we've 
hern playing so long we've got almost all our new songs as originals, we haven't 
done a cover since the tape. 

SD: So wliu ure some of your musical heroes? 

Hob Fred McDowell. 1 don't listen to anything else, don't listen to records or 
anything lor the most part. It's kind of sad. He's got his own fucked up time, changes 
whenever Ho- hell he wants. He's totally in his world—you never know what's gonna 
come next, that's the way I like it. 






SD: Are you guys boyhood chums? How far does your relationship go back?* 
Bob: We met in Tucson & were just bored and said "let's do it" pretty much. 
Thermos: I really liked the way Bob played, and the way my brain operates is, I like 
to build stuff and experiment with sound & try to build mechanical effects, not rely 
on pedals and shit that you can buy. If you can get a reverb off sending a signal 
through a spring or a tube, you don't need a digital delay or digital reverb. 

Bob: That's how they used to do it. 

Thermos: Plus it's cheaper. We don't have any money. 

SD: Somebody could look at you guys before you started to play and laugh it off, 
"Oh, a novelty act. Vacuum cleaner. Ha." When it was described to me I 
thought, "Well, this could be OK". 

Thermos: Yeah, "ain't that cute, a vacuum cleaner". You’ve got to hear the music 
first. 

Bob: It’s not a novelty act. Everything we got came after we did the tape, we did the 
tape first and the music got out there and then we started playing shows and got to 
tour with people before they'd even seen us based on that tape. 

SD: So how did the folks in Tucson react to you when you started out? Were 
you playing clubs or were you playing the street? 

Thermos : We played on the street. It was like getting paid to practice. We'd always 
have the bucket out there in front of Walgreen's-for the first year we were out there 
probably three days a week, for a couple hours. Learned the songs right out there & 
would make them up out there as well. 

SD: How did old ladies going into Walgreen’s react? 

Bob: We’ve got a few old lady friends. 

Thermos: I think we made one enemy and I thought there was going to be some 
trouble. Bob was ready to hit him with the guitar. He was this scummy guy who was 
trying to stop us from playing and we were like, "We're gonna play". 

Bob: It's our job. 

SD: Are there any ordinances against playing on the street? 

Bob: Not at all. The sheriff came up and gave us a dollar one time. 

Thermos: Yeah, we thought for sure we were busted; all I saw were his legs and the 




brown pants and I was like, "Oh shit, here we go, last song, we're gonna get shut 
down" and we finished the tune and he was like, "Hey, right on". 

SD: You ever set up anywhere else unusual or is YValgreen’s pretty much the 
pinnacle? 

Thermos: Laundromats. You can't beat the sound of a laundromat—all the linoleum 
and the metal, just incredible reverb. You make a sound, it bounces around forever. 
Free power, too. We're going to play a swap meet in Tucson—it’s going to be our CD 
release party. We're renting out a space and are going to sell stuff from our house. 
Bob: Bring down the live chickens. 

Thermos: We’re going to have a couple live chickens, these feeder chickens that 
you can get at a feed store that are the sickest-looking birds you've ever seen. 

Bob: Bald butt. Bald red butt. 

Thermos: Yeah, they have eczema or something and they're ripping feathers out of 
their ass continually. 

SD: How is this going to improve the live show? Are you going to utilize the 
chickens? 

Thermos: We're going to lay some feed out and they’ll hopefully stay where the food 
is. 

Bob: We played by the chicken feed area near this ranch a couple times. It's kinda 
nice having these birds just going nuts all around you. 

Thermos: We had to stop because the bucket was freaking the horses out. 

Bob: We’re really going to do up the swap meet thing real big—it beats playing a 
club any day of the week. You go to the swap meet, you can buy a lamp, you can 
buy a corn dog, buy beer, there’s crazy old people, it's free to get in, there's a 
freakshow with a dead two-headed baby right down the aisle, anything. 

SD: The cassette liner is made out of the back of a Safeway bag—how did you do 
that? Did you screen the Safeway bag? 

Thermos: We get the bags from Safeway—well unfortunately we have to buy them 
now, for a nickel apiece-we were getting them for free because we’d go in there and 
say that we were from a church group doing a canned food drive, you know, we need 
a couple hundred bags, and they'd give them to us. 

Bob: And a couple hundred more, and a couple hundred more, until they were like, 




'Alright you—now they’re a nickel each". 

Thermos: Oddly enough, you only get one 8&1/2 x 11 sheet out of one large bag, 
because of the way the folds are. You get two J-cards out of a bag. We cut them 
down with a paper cutter, and then we iron them, and then we bring it down to the 
photocopy store and make copies. Hand-feed them. 

Bob: Stick it in the machine and make sure no one’s looking. 

SD: You guys have been all the way out to the east coast--do you set up shows 
kind of on the way, or sit at home and call clubs, or... 

Bob: We didn’t have much to do with that tour. That was Crash Worship's tour, they’d 
heard our tape and listened to it exclusively on their tour beforehand, because they 
said it was the only thing that sounded good coming out of their cheap shitty stereo, 
and they got so hooked on it they asked if we'd come with them. 

SD: Are you associates with A1 Perry at all? 

Bob: Oh yeah. We play music sometimes. There’s a guy in Tucson named Johnny 
Balls who’s got a sort of roving band, and one time it was Thermos & me & A1 Perry 
& Johnny Balls all playing together. 

Thermos: He's (Perry) like a Tucson legend. 

Bob: The first time I saw him, I don't know what it was, I just didn’t get it, and then I 
got it and it was like a punch in the face. I had to run into the room, "What is this? 
What is this?", and it was a country-style version of "Ace Of Spades" and it kicked 
ass. 

SD: How about Howe Gelb and the Giant Sand folks? 

Bob: Yeah, we know Joey, the bass player. 

Thermos: He saved our butts in New Orleans. We were playing on the streets of 
New Orleans because our van broke down, and we lost the people we were touring 
with for three days & we didn't have a dime, 'cause we’d been ripped off in New 
York. We were just playing on the street and here comes Joey—he'd been recording in 
New Orleans with Giant Sand, and he came over and dropped us a twenty and saved 
us. 

SD: What happened in New York? 

Bob: We tried to play in Grand Central Station, and it didn't go over so well. I left 
my main backpack with my little pignosc amp in it inside our van, and we were 
wearing yellow rain slickers. We brought the saw down there too, played a little Neil 
Diamond on the saw-type thing, but when we got back the wing window of our van 
had been broken into, and all my clothes were stolen so that I only had that yellow 
rain slicker, and they took my backpack with all my cords and strings, and then they 
took this other pack which just happened to have our $250 stuffed in a sock at the 
bottom. 

Thermos: We’re officially street-smart now. 

Bob: Don’t leave your shit in the car. Don’t even drive your car into New York, just 
leave it outside the city. When my backpack was stolen we had another show at a 
place where there were like 500 people there, but I had no extra strings, and at the 
start I was like, "OK, can't break a string, can't break a string" and sure enough, first 
song—(sound of string snapping). I had to play the show with just 5 strings and all 
kinds of fucked-up cords 'cause all my shit was gone, and we still sold 10 tapes that 
night. 

Thermos: That was probably the roughest show we played. 

SD: In front of 500 people in New York. 

Bob: Well, only about 40 people could see us because we were playing underneath 
the soundman’s riser, so only the people in the immediate front ring could see us. We 
didn't know that many people would be there, otherwise we'd have played on the 
stage. Sometimes we like to play off the stage. 

SD: You were saying something about playing in corners while other bands are 
tearing down. 

Bob: If we're just traveling through town and it's a last-minute thing and we just want 
to get on someone's bill, we'll just play in the comer, we've done it before. We did 43 
shows in 30 days on our Crash Worship tour. 




Thermos: That was when we got to Houston, it was 43. We probably snuck out 10 
more between Houston and Tucson. 


Bob: Any time we move the equipment, I count as a show, though, so some of it 
was, we’d play on stage and then tear down and go set up in the girl's bathroom and 
play another set back there & cram as many people in as we could. 

SD: While another band was playing? 

Bob: Yeah, well, they kinda sucked. 

Thermos: It was a 6-band bill in Austin that was just horribly overbooked, and the 
manager gave everyone this itinerary which was like, "OK, Doo Rag, you're on from 
8:15 ’til 8:37, with a two-minute breakdown...". She was totally freaking out about 
everything so we told her we'd just play a little set and then get off, but when we left 
the main stage we went back into the girl’s bathroom, and kinda spread the word 
around that we'd be kicking something out in there. It was a huge bathroom, totally 
great, people hanging from the rafters. 

Bob: There were about 50 people in there. We played three sets that night because 
the guitar player from Crash Worship got himself arrested, and the manager was like, 
"Somebody play!". 

SD: So do you two ever get into fistfights? 

Thermos: There was a time in Houston where there was...some tension...but I just 
laughed it off. 

SD: No shoving matches or anything? 

Bob: Not quite. Sometimes we pretend. 

Thermos: Just as long as he leaves his shoes out of the van. 

Bob: Hey, this time I've got the powder. 

DOO RAG Discography: 

Chunked And Muddled 14-track cassette (Bloat) 

"Swampwater Mop Down/Engine Bread" 7" (Drunken Fish) 

"Hussy Bowler/Grease & All" 7" (Westworld) 

Chunked And Muddled 18-track CD (Bloat) 

"Trudge/Breakin 1 Straw" (In The Red) 
forthcoming 7" (Sympathy) 
forthcoming 7 M (Drunken Fish) 

DOO RAG/Bloat Recordings: Box 207, Tucson AZ 85702 
Drunken Fish: 8600 W. Olympic Blvd., Los Angeles CA 90035 
Westworld: Box 43787, Tucson AZ 85733 
In The Red: 2627 E. Strong Place, Anaheim CA 92806 
Sympathy: 4901 Virginia Ave., Long Beach CA 90805 




VIRGINIA DARE 



GREG, MARY, BRAD photo: Gail Butensky 


The brightest light beaming out of San Francisco's musical terrain currently 
illuminates from within an unassumingly wonderful combo called VIRGINIA DARE. 
Their music starts and pulsates from a low-budget roots-based musicbox that winds up 
and out of a traditional country approach and wanders deep into the 3rd-LP 
VELVETS-zone, where serenely-harnessed distortion gently gives way to the ebb and 
flow of sweet, holistic folk noise. One of last year's finer sets of phonograph 
recordings was their 10”EP on Nuf Sed ( Six Songs )—I don't believe I've heard such a 
stylistically vague "pop” record exude this kind of late-night charm in many a painted 
moon--but the muse of the interceding 12 months or so has been most kind, and has a 
fleshed-out line-up writing songs that are warmly enveloping and a true joy to behold 
live. One particularly glistening new number, "How Does It Feel", closely rivals the 
texture and emotional breadth of the Velvets’ "I'm Set Free" to the point of tribute, 
but when I brought up the 3rd VU record while chatting w/ Brad & Mary during the 
coarse of this interview, they coughed and sniffed & looked at me kinda funny so I 
decided to drop it. 

Autoharpstress Mary O'Neil has the kind of rhapsodic, wavering voice you’d swear 
you once heard on a 1960’s Bakersfield AM station, minus any affected country 
hokum—her vocals are the wink and curtsy to Brad Johnson's more spasmodic guitar 
forays (largely by virtue a home-made post-whammy bar string-thingy that looks 
much like a racquetball wristband), and together they weave through lamentations 
and celebrations of matters personal and universal with a stripped-down pair of co- 
collaborators now solidly (finally) defined. Greg Freeman is basically the Baghwan 
of San Francisco recording; any SF record of note from, say, the late-80's on was 
probably recorded at his Lowdown Studios—he's also played bass in a host of combos 
from Pell Mell through Barbara Manning's band & so on. Derrall Garrison helps run 
Echonet Records, plays in a couple noteworthy local ensembles, and adds the 




















































































basement floor-tom thump that helps keep all Virginia Dare songs single-mindedly 
intimate and resonant to the nth. An O'Neil pregnancy soon giving way to full-blown 
motherhood (street date: November '94) is the only thing slowing the band currently; 
give them a few months and they should soon be back to creating some more of their 
captivating electro-folk gleam. 

We talked at Brad & Mary's Bernal Heights home in late July '94. 

SD: Jay Virginia Dare: Brad Johnson / Guitar 

Mary O’Neil / Autoharp, Vocals 

Greg Freeman and Derrall Garrison were not present. 

SD: First time I saw the band it was a pretty different line-up than you have 
now. It was getting to be like the incredible shrinking line-up for a while. 

Brad: We actually had a different line-up even before that. Jonathan Seagal played 
violin. Violin, guitar, and autoharp. We did some recording with that line-up and 
realized that we didn’t like the way it sounded, and we had a chance to have Paula 
( Frazier; current Tarnation, ex-Frightwig, Cloiter, etc.) play bass. 

SD: Was she playing with anybody else at the time? 

Mary: Yeah, she was in Tarnation, she was in Grope and she was in Cloiter—four 
bands. Plus she was working full time. She eventually realized something had to go, 
and Tarnation was her priority. But we got lucky because when we were recording at 
Lowdown, Greg ( Freeman, owner/operator, Lowdown studios) was there, of course, 
and said he'd play bass and we said "Okay". 

SD: I got the impression when I saw you at the Covered Wagon ( Nuf Sed's 
Tarnation/Wanderin' Stars/Virginia Dare record release night ) that the band was 
something that had come together right before that. 

Mary: Just a few months. It’s been about a year now 
SD: Had you played live w/ Jonathan Seagal? 

Brad: We played a couple times, at the Albion and the Bottom Of The Hill, about 
three shows total. 

SD: And then Paula came in to play bass & it was the three of you? 

Brad: Yeah. And that was good. But Paula’s busy. 

Mary: She pretty much quit all her bands but Tarnation. 

SD: So that’s all she’s doing now? 

Brad: Yeah, she writes a lot of the songs for them so it's more her thing. 

Mary: They play a lot, just came back from tour and are planning another tour. They 
just signed to Warner Brothers. Oh, that reminds me, some guy left a message on our 
phone machine today from Mercury Records, he just wanted us to send a tape. I 
guess Paula told him about us, and I'm like, "um....". 

Brad: We’ve got a record company. 

Mary: We like Nuf Sed! 

SD: Have you had any more of that, besides Mercury? And Womb Records? 
Mary: No, not really. 

SD: So the 3-piece was the line-up that recorded the 10”, but when I saw you 
first, you had a drummer—sort of—it was kind of ’’tap, tap tap, tap”... 

Mary: Michelle ( Cernuto, current Tarnation, ex-SF Seals , Weenie Roast, etc,). 
Actually before that Mark Eitzel was drumming with us. His official name was 
"Cricket". We did a couple of shows with him at the Latin American Club. 

Brad: He had just approached us and said that he thought it would sound good with 
his drums added, and we went & tried and it did. 

Mary: He had a special method—he just played a tom with a spoon, lie used a 
kitchen spoon and that was it. And he was pretty good! 

Brad: Kinda simple, but it did add a new dimension to it. 

SD: Seems like you could lose someone, you know, ”Oh, 1 can’t make it 
tonight", and still get by. 





Mary: That’s kind of how it's been going. 

Brad : I think it’s complete with just Mary. 

Mary: Aw, pishaw. 

Brad: The song's all there, musically it's got the rhythm, the low end and the high 
end, and the words are what you want to hear. 

SD: Did you already have Greg Freeman picked out to play bass? 

Mary: Greg picked us. 

Brad: We already knew him, and we knew that we liked his playing. Paula was 
literally quitting the band when he offered to join. 

SD: Does he play with anyone else? 

Mary: He plays in Pell Mell long-distance but nothing else really. 

Brad: He’s in our band, comes to practices and everything. 

SD: What about the drummer? How’d he happen into it? 

Mary: Derrall came to one of our shows—he’s in a few bands; he’s in Panic Ear 
Service and the Sweet Things—Greg introduced us because he'd just recorded one of 
his bands, and I don’t know, he just kept saying how much he liked the band, and 
then I saw him at some show at the Covered Wagon and he was saying that he 
played drums like Mo Tucker, and I just grabbed him and said, "YOU DO? Do you 
want to play with us?!?'\ 

SD: He just plays a floor tom and a snare, right? 

Mary: Yeah, that’s it. 

SD: Mary, you moved up here from San Diego a while back, right? 

Mary: 1981. 

SD: Why? 

Mary: Have you been to San Diego? 

SD: Um, I’m going down there tomorrow night. 

Mary: Then we'll see you back here real soon. I just moved for the typical reasons—I 
was 21, it was really boring in San Diego, there was nobody to talk to really. I 
decided I’d come up here to go to school. 

SD: And Brad, you’ve been here for how long? 

Brad: I got here around the same time. I moved here from Boston. 

SD: Did you two meet each other pretty quickly? 

Mary: Well, the funny thing was, I was living at 17th & Mission and Brad was living 
a few doors down at the same time at some hotel there. We were living on the same 
block but we didn't know each other. 

Brad: I’m sure our paths had crossed many times but we didn't meet until--I met 
Mary through the Wannabe Texans, because I was roommates with some of the guys 
in that band when they were just forming. 

SD: But you were in that band eventually, right? 

Brad: I was in that band, but I wasn't an original founding member 'cause their bass 
player was LAME, and I was like "Hey, I can play bass for you guys". 

Mary: He's be sitting in his room trying to draw, going "That bass player's driving me 
crazy!". 

Brad: They'd practice in the house where I lived, and I had the choice of either 
listening to them and suffering through the bass playing, or taking over. 

SD: I noticed last time you (Virginia Dare) played you did a song called 
"Liberation Day" that you’d said was about moving from San Diego...what's 
behind that? 

Mary: Oh, that's embarrassing...I don’t even know how that came about exactly, but 
it's about when I was living down there and trying to be a punk rocker and it was 
really...just kind of silly. 

SD: Something about the Hollywood Freeway? 

Mary: That's actually based on a true story of a girlfriend and I driving up to LA to 
The Starwood, and we were drinking 40-ouncers of beer on the way up & throwing 
the empties out the window, which I don't really recommend. It was very punk. 



SD: Did you used to go see Battalion Of Saints? 

Mary: I'm sure I did, that’s very familiar...it was like the usuals, you know, Dead 
Kennedys, Fear, Red Cross. 

SD: What was San Francisco’s music like in the early- to mid-80’s? Were either 
of you playing in hands here? 

Brad: I was. I played in bad bands at first, ones that you wouldn’t have heard of, but I 
started playing with American Music Club pretty early on, I guess it was '82. '83. 
They were a lot different then, it was me playing upright bass & Mark. We’d play a 
lot of shows with just the two of us and call it American Music Club, and there were 
a couple of other guys as well. It was pretty loose & unorganized. I left and came 
back a couple times, but I haven't played with them since about '87. 

SD: Was there a lot going on then that you liked to go out & see? 

Brad: Oh yeah, but I've never really tried to keep tabs on the overall picture. 

Mary: Those were the days of Flipper. Flipper ruled. 

Brad: Yeah. I mostly just saw whoever I crossed paths with, friends in bands. 

Mary: It was a lot different then. All the shows were downtown, on Broadway, and 
the South Of Market scene wasn’t happening at all, there was no South Of Market. 
Brad: Just gay clubs like The Stud. 

Mary: It wasn't like it is now, where there's an entertainment mall every other block. 

SD: Mary, were the Wannabe Texans your First band? 

Mary: Yeah. 

SD: Did you play anything? 

Mary: No. I started playing autoharp when Wally Sound, who was in the Wannabe 
Texans, gave me one. It was just a way to write songs, but I didn't actually play it. 
That's what my songwriting sort of evolved into, using that. Before that 1 would write 
words and maybe have a melody and kinda hum it to somebody, and then when I got 
the autoharp it was a lot better 'cause I knew actual chords to tell people. It made 
things easier. 

SD: Is it just a matter of learning the chords and it’s pretty simple after that? Is 
it easy to pick up? 

Mary: Oh yeah, it's really easy. They're famous in kindergartens all over the world. 

SD: What was the idea behind the Wannabe Texans? Was it meant to be a 
country band per se? 

Mary: Get drunk and have fun, that was the idea. It was started with me & my 
girlfriend Andrea, we were really inspired by The Knitters album that had just come 
out and really loved that, so we just started doing that ourselves, plus we were just 
bored with going out and seeing bad bands in bad nightclubs. I don't know how we 
met Matt Royston, I guess through bicycle-messenger-ing, and a friend played 
fiddle...no, I know how it was, Andrea & I had been practicing in her room, and we 
got Matt Sullivan to play with us and we decided that we should play in front of 
people, and so we talked our friend Dean into having this party. All these bike 
messengers showed up, it was a huge party & really fun, and Matt Royston showed 
up with a fiddle and just started to play with us and that's kinda how it started. 

SD: With just three people? 

Brad: Andrea, Mary, and two Matts. 

Mary: Then we practiced at Matt's house and that's how Brad came along. Wally 
just knew the band and wanted to play, he’s a great guitar player. 

Brad: We had some other members come and go. 

SD: Was there a single first, and then that album ( Alcohol Is A Cheap Perfume )? 
Mary: There were no singles, the record came about way too late. 

Brad: The band had been together for years, had made a bunch of demo tapes... 
Mary: It was the first band for myself and Matt Sullivan, and we just weren’t too 
keen on the recording concept, which now I feel a lot differently about. We just 
wanted to play live and have fun; I had no experience with recording, and we were 
kind of resistant to the idea. We didn't really think much on anything, that was kind 
of our problem 1 guess. 
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SD: The band had a real good following toward the end, though. 

Mary: Yeah, we did. We'd been together almost five years at that point. We played 
a lot, and rehearsed a lot. 

Brad: We had some big shows toward the end, we'd quit and then get offered a good 
show & come back. 

SD: What about the Mekons connection? 

Mary: The Mekons were touring, and my roommate at the time, Victoria, worked for 
Rough Trade, and through her they ended up staying with us on Steiner street and 


















that's how wc all met. They came back again, stayed with us again, and I gave them 
a tape of the Wannabe Texans, and they really liked it and said they wanted to put it 
out. 

SD: Did they have their own label? 

Mary: The label was called Snat, and it was Jon Langford, Robert Werby, and 
Brenden Cofer. They decided to put us out, and it was really a wonderful, thoughtful, 
sweet idea, but... 

Brad: Not very practical. 

Mary: The album came out only in England and Europe and wasn't available here at 
all. Eventually it became available as an import but it was ridiculously expensive. It 
was just silly because our fans, anybody who would buy the record, lived here, 
nobody knew us over there. 

SD: Did you play out of town at all? 

Mary: Hardly. 

Brad: Well, we played in Berkeley a few times, and then at the end one of our last 
acts was to go up to Vancouver with the Bedlam Rovers and back down. 

Mary: Was to commit suicide. 

SD: So what led to the break-up of that band ? 

Brad : We had just been playing for so long. 

Mary: It just wasn't fun anymore, it got to be kind of ridiculous, and plus it was just 
old. I love country music, but you know, no matter what we did, we were still being 
squished into these country slots. 

Brad : We played with the same couple bands that were country bands, over & over 
&. over. 

Mary: That happens a lot here, it seems. 

SD: Really kind of clique-ish, I think, and I’ve seen people try to pigeonhole 
Virginia Dare into the "new country" thing as well. 

Mary: I know, that really pissed me off at first. 

Brad: It's hard though, you've got to pigeonhole yourself into something i( you don't 
want people to pigeonhole you. Kind of hard to avoid. 

SD: How long of a layoff between the Wannabe Texans and Virginia Dare? 

Mary: Well, before Virginia Dare, briefly, there was Sugar Ditch. It was more of a 
rock band; Brad was playing bass, and Lincoln, who’s now in Tarnation, was playing 
guitar, and Matt was playing guitar. 

Brad: We even had two versions of Sugar Ditch, though. 

Mary: Oh that’s right, Jay from the Muskrats was our first guitarist. 

Brad : That was the rockin' version. Mike Sims, who's been in a few bands like 
American Music Club and Weld, was a great drummer. 

Mary: Jay's a great guitar player, too. The whole thing just kind of exploded after 
one show. Then we got Lincoln, and Michelle played drums, and I guess that kind of 
fizzled too. 

Brad: Yeah, Lincoln, Michelle and Matt, and they all turned into Tarnation later. 
How that all happened, I don't know. 

Mary: It's all a blur. 

SD: Were those earliest Virginia Dare songs, like the ones on the EP, left over 
from an earlier time? 

Mary: Some were from Sugar Ditch. I think we did "Wicked Head" in Sugiu Ditch. 
SD: Was there a conscious effort to not sound "country-ish" in Virginia Dare? 
Brad : There was an effort to an extent, when we got rid of the violin, and having me 
play guitar and have it be an electric fuzztone guitar, yeah. 

Mary: I mean, it's like the song will kind of tell you what it should sound like, and 
then it will just sound like that...to say you're a country band, then that's what people 
expect; people are so...I mean that's (country music) totally an influence on me, but... 
SD: I saw you do a Wanda Jackson song once. Are there any other covers? 

Brad : We did a Hank Williams cover once. 

Mury: We just did the Wanda Jackson song that one time, the night that just me & 
Brad played. 




tjou fiuNtiyoMttis &#»/»)*' lJ 

typosim* 

f^HCHULV WNk-yki u d&lrf 7 f 

W** l/HMML- S*uis a?<ip ' 

Am>-% iLtyetyKwtJ} i " Ay* 

£fAl nOjMBS fltws... u ;. m 

Mflre tv# - Jo*^,art^4, Mf/yP 

^ l&Mt. g>A fcT ^Kt>, o hM Jzll SEA 


T 


SD: What’s the fake whammy bar thing on your guitar? 

Brad : When I started playing guitar in this band I hadn’t really been a guitar player 
up until then, and I had an acoustic guitar but not an electric. So I borrowed one, but 
it was missing a whammy bar & I really like the sound of a whammy bar. I figured 
out that I could stick a Phillips screwdriver in there in its place. 

SD: But doesn’t a whammy bar just go up and down and then out a little tiny 
bit? It seems like what you do is entirely different and really changes the sound 
of it. 

Brad: It’s not really that different. It feels, different, though, because you're holding 
your pick in the same hand as the whammy bar. You can get it to go with the 
strumming in a different way, so that now I prefer it this way. I went and bought 
myself a guitar finally, 'cause the other one got stolen, um...'cause I left it sitting out 
in the street....but my new guitar I play the same because I like it that way. 

SD: Have you ever seen anybody else play like that? 

Brad : No. 

Mary: It’s Brad’s ”TM". 

Brad : It’s my gimmick, you gotta have a gimmick. 

Mary: One time Brad did cut his chin, though. The screwdriver came unhooked and 
it went flying into his face. 

Brad: I don't think anyone noticed, but I was using a screwdriver with a rubber band 
for a whammy bar, and the screwdriver made it snap back and cut me. I didn't realize 
it but I saw drops of blood dripping on my guitar. 

Mary: I was looking over at him, like, "What is on his chin...?" 

Brad : Pretty cool, I felt like Iggy Pop. 

SD: Should’ve started carving up your chest with the screwdriver & changed 
the whole tempo of the set. What are you using now as the whammy-thing? 

Brad : Not a screwdriver, because the popping out was a problem, so I just got a bolt 
that has the right-sized threads, and it works about the same. It has an elastic rope on 
it. 

SD: How did the hook-up with Nuf Sed come about? 

Mary: Through Paula. She gave Brandan a tape...well originally Brandan was playing 
in Tarnation, slide guitar I think. One night at one of our shows at the Latin American 
Club, Brandan was there & saw us and said he'd like to put something out. I was like, 
"Wow, OKAY”. 


















SD: Brad, when did you start drawing? 

Brad: It seems like I take myself more to be someone who draws--I never really 
stopped drawing at all, since I was a kid. 

SD: But do you draw somewhat professionally now? I've seen the Latin 
American Club ads. 

Brad: Occasionally, but it really doesn't make much of a difference to my income or 
anything. It's something I do regularly & would like to do more of. Stuff like the ads I 
kind of do for fun; he gives me beers. I get in comic anthologies-there's one called 
Snake Eyes that I've been in. Stuff like like Your Flesh , Chemical Imbalance^ , fanzines 
that really don't pay. My regular job is office work at Last Gasp, who're a comic 
publisher. 

SD: Good for connections, I would think. 

Brad: Not that connections really matter that much, because if you draw a comic 
that's good, it's not that difficult to get it published. The trouble is finding the time to 
draw. 

SD: Do you make a comic before every Virginia Dare show? 

Brad: The idea is to have a new comic to give out at every show, but if I can fit a 
couple shows on and get out of doing one, then I will. We were playing a lot there for 
a while. 

SD: Are you both funding that the band is building something of a crowd here? 
Mary: Compared to the first time we played, yeah. 

SD: What was the first show? 

Brad: At the Albion, with Jonathan. We played with AMC at Slim's, and that got us 
some big exposure. 

Mary: We opened for them at Slim's, and then the next weekend we had a show at 
Spike's and we thought, "Oh, a lot of people will come" and, um, THREE people 
came. I got really drunk and forgot how a song went in the middle of it. 

SD: Were you nervous playing Slim’s? 

Brad: Well yeah, I was nervous. I unplugged my guitar cords out of my pedal so the 
battery wouldn't wear out—I have a habit of doing that—and then the place was 
packed and I got out there, "OK, it's time to play, um, oh no, there's something wrong 
with my equipment". The sound people were running around trying to figure out why I 
wasn’t getting any sound. My cords were plugged in but I had them switched, I had 
the "in" going into the "out" of the pedal. First song. The band had started to play, 
everyone's standing around wondering what's wrong, and suddenly I figured it out and 
went "K-CHUNK", you know, they've got their huge P.A.'s. Smoke came out. 

Mary: I think little by little people are finding out about us but it's still small. 

SD: So does the baby kind of sidetrack things for a little while? 

Mary: It slows it down. We’re having a new record out, another 10" that Brandan's 
putting out. I'm not sure when exactly. 

Brad: There'll be a single after that as well. 

Mary: And then this Dutch company has licensed the first EP, the new EP and the 
single to be released on CD in Europe. You know, we do want to do a tour eventually. 
If we can do it with the baby, that's what we want to do. 

SD: I saw The Bats when they took a baby on tour. 

Mary: I need to talk to someone who's done that to see exactly how they worked it 
out. 

SD: So does It make it easier to prop the autoharp up now? 

Mary: I'll be playing with my teeth soon, it'll be so high. 

VIRGINIA DARE discography: 

Six Songs 10"EP (Nuf Sed) 

Gone Again 10"EP (Nuf Sed) forthcoming. 

"Shipwreck"/"Division Street" 7" (Nuf Sed) forthcoming. 

Virginia Dure: P.O. Box 411172, Sun Franclaco CA *>4141 
Nuf Sed: P.O. Box 5<>1075, Sun liumlsco CA 94119 






BOOKS 


The idea was to write a section of reviews based on the small number of books I've 
read and enjoyed over the last 11-12 months since the last issue of Superdope . some 
exceptionally old (John Fante's Ask The Qusj ), and some very new (Ray Carney's 
ThsJEilmi Qt John Cassavertes). Unfortunately, time and space (particularly the 
former) are at a minimum and it would appear that the time's not yet "ripe" for such 
an undertaking. We'll stick to the punk records. Here are a few titles I’ve perused that 
you might appreciate, followed by a few actual reviews: 


Ray Carney: The Films Of .lohn Cassavetles (321 pgs.) 

(Cambridge University Press; 40 W. 20th St., New York, NY 10011-4211) 

John Fante: Ask The Dust (167 pgs.) 

(Black Sparrow; P.O. Box 3993, Santa Barbara CA 93105) 

Seymour Glass: BjUiansJish^hlMl tLM (294 pgs.) 

(Tedium House; P.O. Box 424762, San Franciso CA 94142-4762) 

Clinton Heylin: From Ths. Velvets I& The Voidoids: A Pre- Punk History For 4 
Eos t Em k muM (384 pgs.) 

(Penguin; 375 Hudson St., New York NY 10014) 

Dannie M. Martin & Peter Y. Sussman: QsnuniUinS. Journalism (341 pgs.) 
(WW Norton; 500 5th Ave., New York NY 10110) 


Denis Johnson: Jesus' Son (HarperPerennial; 160 pgs.) 

I’ve been more or less straying from fiction—just about any fiction—for a couple 
years now, but an exhilarating read like this loosely interconnected batch of short 
stories from Denis Johnson has me right back in its folds. One of my first projects will 
be to comb the shelves for his four novels, because the man has pinpointed his own 
superbly unique narrative voice in the washed-out, desperate loner field that's been 
propped up by the Bukowskis, John Fantes, et al for decades now. Our narrator in this 
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any second now: Doll Rods ’’We’re the Doll Rods" 7" 
(co-release w/Womb) West coast tour late Oct. '94 
maniamania: Uppers "OK, Don’t Say Hi" CD 
mystery fridge: all your Ickys back catalog needs 
hold your breath: Matt Clark Five 
Wordbore Vol. I, Tom Guido "Clubs Kill Rock" 
Wordbore Vol II, Mr. Rubbish "The Intelligent Moron" 
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all-loo-quick collection shapes his tales through the clouded and alternately hurried 
or stoned mind of a drunk/junkie/wanderer, and the stories bend and ramble and cut 
to the quick in accordance with the chemical state of their teller. What really makes 
it for me, though, is the "everyman" feel of the narrator, the thought that maybe that 
thin, hard line separating yourself & your level of comfort from an abject plunge into 
reckless loneliness & despair might be giving a little more leeway than you had 
thought. Addiction glorification is not the main token played her e, far from //--Johnson 
sends the narrator through busted relationships, peeping-tom voyeurism, various fights 
& drug deals, and in and out of a supremely beaned-up & wasted job in a hospital 
("Emergency") that ranks as one of the most amazingly honest (and comedic) things 
I've ever read. His careless recitation of the ugly truths that surround us gives lesMl'. 
Son a lucid, almost hallucinogenic feel and is as excellent a book as you're going to 
find anywhere in the confused 1990s. (10 East 53rd St., New York NY 10022) 

Nicholas Lemann: llhe Promised Jjind (Alfred A. Knopf; 410 pgs.) 

What started as a series of essays in the Atlantic Monthly on America's black 
underclass and their roots and travels soon grew into this full-fledged examination of 
the enormous but slow-moving upheavals in society that stem almost solely from the 
mechanization of the South that ended sharecropping, and in turn fueled a huge black 
migration to America’s northern cities, particularly Chicago. I'd been wanting to read 
this thing for a good while (it came out in ’91), and though it took as long to get 
through it as it did everything else I've read in the last year combined, it was well 
worth every hour spent. Lemann has crafted an epic in social history, a 
compassionate account of black America's arrival at what is perhaps the most 
precarious point in its existence since slavery, and stamps it with an objective and 
temperamentally evenhanded delving into the political and social triumphs and 
mistakes of the 1950's, 60's and 70's. The most fascinating part of his many first-hand 
accounts and his subsequent theoretical reconstruction of modern urban history is the 
large section that deals with Washington's behind-the-scenes machinations in 
response to the dim realizations of growing urban unrest, many blatantly racist, most 
incredibly arrogant and stupid. It appears the Bobby Kennedy/Lyndon Johnson feud 
and mutual disrespect ended up doing more to hurt this country's underclass than their 
respective vague attempts to help it did, and Lemann writes the story like pure, 
living history. I've never found congressional subcommittee meetings so absorbing. If 
you have any interest at all in the dismal state of the American metropolis and in the 
unprecedented 20th-century intertwining of Southern & Northern cultures, this is a 
rousing tome that I can't recommend highly enough. (Alfred A . Knopf, New York 
NY) 

James Stark: Punk '77-An Inside. Look M The San FranciscoRock N' R oll 
Scent, 1211 (self-published; 104 pgs.) 

Mr. Stark has followed bravely in the tradition of the old SF punk photo book 
Ca p ees and the magnificent oversized Hardcore California book with this "I was 
there" photo montage of San Francisco’s varied scenemovers & shakers circa 1977. 
There's actually quite a good deal of text as well, mostly misty recollections from 
various Avengers and Crimes and UXAs on how the radical notion of extreme 
iimslc/clollung/drugs = extreme rebellion came to permeate their young lives and left 
n pretty fascinating legacy some 17 years later. Some of the black & white 
photographs capture the energy and excitement of the time beautifully, and there's a 
small section devoted to that last Sex Pistols show at Winterland (w/ Avengers & 
Nuns opening), which, for better or for worse, was the defining evolutionary moment 
loi a lot of the old-school punk fans & participants (Stark asserts in no uncertain 
teiins that (he show was "where punk met its demise"). The copy editing is quite 
fiankly the worst I've ever seen in a single book, but it's a minor trifle. This thing 
looks groat and in a nice final chapter on the explosion of fresh & experimental 
activity boro and in So. California in the late 70’s (though an LA version would be 
most appreciated). (P.O. Box 410622, San Francisco CA 94141-0622) 











RECORD/CD REVIEWS 


ANAL BABES "The Dignity Of The Anal Babes Is Unimpeachable" LP 

Well. Talk about "arguable". This is the same motley collection of scraggled 
Norwegian record collectors who were unleashed on the non-Scando public via a 
Sympathy 7" a few years back, and they're keeping the same brute thunder-punk Halo Of 
Flies/Brainbombs/what have you vibe untinkered with. What you may find interesting is a 
big side of covers of lost late 70s punk rock 45’s like Freestone, Alan Milman Sect, etc. 
Many may also be interested in pondering whether a duck is a bird or a fish. It's that kind 
of wonderful. (Big Ball; Box 2638, N-0203, Oslo NORWAY) 

BEGUILED "Blue Dirge" LP/CD 

Who would’ve thought that a tortuous garage band from Garden Grove, CA would 
smoke as mightily as this? The Beguiled had an earlier LP a number of years back on 
Dionysus, but it took a Tim Warren road trip w/ the band to some cheap studio in Texas 
to get them to kick out such a glorious belly-of-the-beast wall of thud. For something w/ 
such a dumb, overkilled batch of references (50’s monster movies, essentially) this is 
totally flattening. The band spin a molten web from the heels of Southern wildman Hasil 
Adkins/Jack Starr rockabilly through the grimy NYC 77 underbelly that spawned Gravest 
Hill and into an orbiting unknown where Iggy's fronting the Cheater Slicks & surfing the 
crowd at a giant Cincinnati Pop Festival on the moon. Except everyone there is hooked on 
horse tranquilizers and are dancing around complaining about real bad headaches. 
Positively migrainal, I think their publicist said. Here's hoping they decide to recreate the 
scene up here at the Purple Onion sometime real soon. (Crypt; P.O. Box 304292, 20325 
Hamburg GERMANY) 

THE BAND OF...BLACKY RANCHETTE "Sage Advice" CD 

Superb reissue of laconic semi-country Americana from Arizona’s #1 zig zag wanderer, 
Mr. Howe Gelb. What makes these stopgap 1989-90 recordings (laid down between I/>n% 
Slim Rant snd Swerve ) different from a given Giant Sand release is the absence of 
multitracked sonics and spasmodic sun-scorched genre-hopping—it's a quietly fluid 
release that’s a random jumble to be sure (you'd be foolish to expect a trodden path from 
Gelb and his friends), but a fairly relaxed C&W/lounge-tinged one that would sound most 
refreshing slithering from the house speakers at Pappy & Harriet's Pioneertown Palace. 
How many of these actually made it out four years ago? Maybe 100? 200? Nice to know 
someone’s still got a soft spot for the PEOPLE. (Restless/Amazing Black Sand; 1616 
Vista Del Mar Ave., Hollywood CA 90028) 

BKAINBOMBS "Burning Hell" CD 

One of last year’s most molten thick-brained metal/noise/screech releases, from 
Sweden's now-legendary lovers of EXTREME, now reissued & available on CD, now 
reminding you of everything lost in the last five years during Amphetamine Reptile's 
unprecedented circular plunge down the musical toilet. (Blackjack; 663 10th Street 
Oakland CA 94607) 

BUNNYBRAINS "On The Floor Again/For You I'd Kill" 7” 

Add another notch on the hip belt of strict adherents to that NYC junkie trash rock buzz 
perfected by Pussy Galore-you know, 77 No Wave throb filtered through the small hole 
in the center of various Stones, NY Dolls, Cramps, & Flipper LP's. It’s not a sound that 
can be easily tagged despite its obviousness-you smell it when you smell it and more 
often than not it's pretty bad. Its highwater marks since, say, Pussy Galore's Rieht 7/ow/ 
album would be the Action Swingers' "Bum My Trip" 7", Honeymoon Killers’ "Vanna 
White single, a couple Red Aunts, JackKnife & Sugarshock tracks and now this record. 
On The Floor Again" especially has an unrelenting going-nowhere-slow sameness & 
degenerate feedback grind that gives it the feel of an aural dissertation on the relative 
merits & demerits of nosepicking. "What else will the Bunnybrains do for you?”, they ask 
rhetorically. Write 'em and see! (TPOS, 12 Mill Plain Rd„ Danbury CT 06811) 
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CHARALAMBIDES "Union” LP 

Collector scum record of the year? Well that’s what someone told me. I beg to differ-- 
what it is is a transcendent pastiche of drugged vibes that harkens to a haunted avant-roots 
embrace almost as often as it opens up to shake hands w/ the great beyond. Let's take 
"Torn Between" for instance, why don't we. It starts with a sample of what sounds like a 
Negro prison spiritual, and slowly dissolves into expansive, warmly strummed 
Velvets/psych sputter, which in turn explodes with sax and heavily reverbed bass and a 
generally ominous and yet friendly tinge, wrapped gently w/ the voice of the angel 
swirling around in layers. The record's instrumentation ranges from sonically dense guitar 
screech shot through a hooting collection of woodwinds and reeded out w/ a lonesome 
harmonica (and then some), and is all undercut by candle-melting female vocals. What is 
now a trio was then a duo of Tom & Christina when this was recorded, and I suppose if 
there was a current frame of reference for their hypnotic vibrancy it'd be the recently - 
deceased New Zealand combo Dadamah. It's that good. I hope there's one left for you. 
(Siltbreeze; P.O. Box 53297, Philadelphia PA 19105) 

CHARALAMBIDES "Historic 6th Ward" cassette 

The Charalambides are very proud of their fine Houston neighborhood, and to that end 
have named their last two releases in honor of it. Have to admit, parts of this top Union 
for wonderfully nomadic shoestring psych ("Poisoned", "Can You Count The Stars?") and 
weighs in with a full 100 minutes of sound besides. They again have their hands all over a 
number of trancing styles, and in the great Texas tradition they set their controls aimed 
straight at the mind's eye and when they hit, they hit it lovingly. One track in particular, 
though, really has done it for me like few others in the genre—it's called "Now The Day Is 
Over” and it's had me on my back nightly, violently & uncontrollably shaking my leg to 
its pumping strains; they call it a chord organ; I thought it was an accordion. Whatever. 
It's a lovely, dense piece of music that sounds like it could be from a kindergarten recital 
but is light years beyond in astral feel and emotion. A couple of 7"s are on the way 
which'll include re-done versions of stuff off this tape so keep on guard, (c/o 
Charalambides; 2209 Union, Houston TX 77007) 





CHILD MOLESTERS "The Legendary Brown Album" LP/CD 

Somehow tied up in the non-legendary histories of Smegma, The Mystery Band and the 
Los Angeles Free Music Society, the Child Molesters were a revolving-door LA ensemble 
circa ’77-’82 (or something) that released one shit-hot end-of-rock masterpiece ("I'm The 
Hillside Strangler", not to be confused w/ the other two LA punk songs bearing the same 
title) and a couple lesser smalltime blasts. Near the unnoticed end they laid down a passel 
of tracks bearing witness to an untold reverence for the shouting, wildman thicket of 
STRANGE cultivated by Beefheart & the Mothers Of Invention synergized w/ the day's 
(and area's) punk aesthetic that tightened up more wayward leanings into a fast & foggy 
cough syrup hiccup. Without the full-on verve to pull off a challenging mesh of third-eye 
swamp racket and California sun & speed, most of these later Child Molesters recordings 
are too rooted in a jokey bong-hit sense of space that at times reminds you of everything 
you always hated about Zappa, but when they open up the screen a little and unwind , like 
on the righteously fried "Moonlight On Vermont"-esque "Snake-Eyed Donkey, Fish-Eyed 
Snake”, they make their closet-case meanderings & gruff sex/violcnce/hate-talk sound 
like the work of some damn inspired acne & wet dream-filled indoor savants. Because as 
the man said, even a loser gets lucky sometimes. For the collector who needs it all: there 
are a number of differing tracks on the LP and CD versions & only one has two Plastic 
Ono Band covers. Go to it. (Sympathy; 4901 Virginia Ave., Long Beach CA 90805) 

CRIME "Hate Us Or Love Us, We Don't Give A Fuck" LP 

Man, what a public service-this is the fantastic live Termiml Boredom bootleg I 
reviewed last issue, packaged like another bootleg but with a whole set of liner notes to 
the contrary (it has a barely-hinted-at connection to local punk label "Planet Pimp"). It's 
1977, and San Francisco is burning. CRIME arc the fuel. This release, in addition to an 
amazing Mab show that showcases their true ufargenius like nothing this side of their 
First two singles, also has two additional live tracks dated 1/10/77 (second-ever show!), a 
DJ-read letter from Crime containing the threatening-to-DJs "Crime Manifesto", and a 
creepy dialogue between Frankie Fix and a little girl. Would you spend 10 more dollars to 
hear it? I'm betting you would! (Planet Pimp; do Sven-Eric Geddes, 1800 Market St. 
#45, San Francisco CA 94102) 

DEADBEATS "Live At The Whiskey 1978" CD 

I caught the aggro paint-peeling strains of this ensemble's "Kill The Hippies” on a late - 
night college radio "punk revival" show as a young lad and never again looked at Haight 
Street the same way ("Kill 'em 'cause their hair's too long/Kill 'em 'cause their views are 
wrong"). For this I must indeed thank them. Listening to that amazing Dangerhouse 7" 
now, I guess it was initially kind of disconcerting to find that their carnival-like live act of 
the time turned out to be more Weirdos meets the Mystic Knights Of The Oingo Boingo 
than the all-out attack I'd expected, yet the liner notes make it plain that these young 
Beefheart- and jazz-loving conceptual punks were the odd men out in LA's inebriated 
Masque/Whiskey circuit. That said, this mostly live CD is one hell of a ride. The 
Deadbeat schtick involved heavy doses of a guerrilla theater aesthetic that confronted 
mere weekend pseud-punks with the shock of men tarted up in seaweed-cum-drag 
regaling them w/ laughably dumb spoken tales of the "Mean Mr. Mommy Man", then 
blitzkrieging *nto wild honking & squirting stop-start punk squall. There arc some real 
classics on here ("Let’s Shoot Maria", "Final Ride", "...But My Mom Likes Me") and the 
thing has the feel of a band with a devious master plan unloading bile on a public not 
really sure if this was PUNK or if this was in fact ART, and whether the appropriate 
response was to throw peanut butter or to let loose & hop around like a silly savage. My 
sources tell me that the proliferation of cheap heroin basically decimated LA's first wave 
within a couple years (ref. Alleycats’ "Too Much Junk"), but it's awfully fun to be allowed 
this kind of glimpse into some early anything-goes genius while it was still extant. 
(Sympathy; 4901 Virginia Ave., Long Beach CA 90805) 

DEAD C "...Vs. Sebadoh" 7"EP 

Excerpts from the This Is Port Chalmers, Not /A sessions of unpure one-take hardcore. 





a move that automatically scratches many a head ("Hey man, I thought you said these 
guys were STONERS...") w/ a brillo pad & brings the long-promised Solger revival that 
much closer to fruition. Who knew? Amazing how they got those clubbed elephant seal 
yelps on tape and set 'em to a Fuck-Ups/Dr. Know lOOObpm soundtrack, but they did it 
and it’s great Now we can once and for all end the "A Vs. B" crap. Can't we all just get 
along? (Siltbreeze; Box 53297, Philadelphia PA 19105) 

FIREWORKS "Untrue/She's A Tornado" 7" 

The day this arrived in a package w/ the Johnny Hash record and a too-great '68 
Comeback single was the day I decided for good that In The Red is, without a doubt, the 
best rock and roll record label in these 1990's. This is the proper debut for Dallas, TX's 
FIREWORKS, started by Mr. Darren Linwood while he was hunkering down from the 
breakup of trad rockabilly combo the RED DEVILS and waiting to be rung up by 
Country Jeff Evans for a starring guitar shot in raw power-blues demons '68 
COMEBACK, and the record is, quite frankly, the pick of the issue. An absolutely 
wailing wall of distortion and din that sounds like the secret handshake between some 
loaded 50’s teen-rock screamer and "Bullef'-era Misfits, energized w/ a great set of 
yelping pipes from Linwood that confirms society's need to see this man hotwired & 
crazed behind a microphone. The reverb and pure energy level on this thing is just unreal. 
Now hopelessly unavailable until someone decides to reissue it in the In The Red triple - 
LP box. (In The Red; 2627 E. Strong PI., Anaheim CA 92806) 

FIREWORKS "Silver Moon/Moon Shot" 7" 

Sounds like Texas is currently the bullseye for low-tech garage raunch, with 
stupendously pleasing new releases out now from the INHALANTS and MOTARDS and 
the even more grubby & fuzz-scarred Fireworks. "Silver Moon" is as careening & 
gonzoid as the amazing previous 7", while "Moon Shot" is a tremendous instrumental 
burst of '62 Link Wray action that'd serve as a perfect backdrop to some hardboilcd boy - 
kills-girl-kills-boy B&W noir film (maybe during a righteous car chase or fistfight). More 
so than their terrific if a wee bit flawed LP/CD on Crypt, you really cb need to own any & 
all Fireworks records of the seven-inch variety. (Easy Action; P.O. Box 6413, East 
Lansing MI 48826) 
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FIREWORKS "I Need Your Luven" 7” 

One-sided "tour-only" (?) release on a tiny homebody label run by the JackKnife folks, 
showcasing Linwood et al's upstanding dedication to the stripped-down art of resurrecting 
sneering rockabilly hip-motion (this one's a Jack Starr cover), on a fine six-feet-under-the- 
mixing-board release that supposedly sounds like a Jim Steinman/Roy Thomas Baker 
production compared with their upcoming Star Fuck release, a zonked no-fi cover of the 
Deadbeats' "Kill The Hippies". The drummer’s got the primitive, repetitive sound of a 
young lady drunkenly tapping on a couple of cracked clamshells with two sticks of tree 
bark, and the squealing & whining into-the-dirt propulsion of both (all three?) guitars is a 
true ugly joy to hear. Not contempo, not retro, just totally great. (Star Fuck; 1043 E. 
Broadway #D, Long Beach CA 90802) 


FREAKWATER "Feels Like The Third Time" LP/CD 
Catherine Irwin & Janet Bean will doubtless have to bear someone’s cross for not really 
being bucktoothed and barefoot songsmiths living poor and proud in an okra patch way 
up in the great Smokies; granted, Chicago-by-way-of-Louisville doesn't have the hillbilly 
authority of Butcher Holler or Hog's Jaw, but this duo of twin-minded warblers and 
guitarists might yet have cobbled together the prettiest batch of traditional country yarns 
your little puddin' head might get to hear all decade. Frcakwater’s appropriately reverent 
drop deep into dust-bowl roots for the most part excludes Urban Cowboy -style pedal steel 
crap in favor of the mournful strummings and joyously redemptive pickings of our 
country's straw-hat and flower-dress pioneers. The beautifully deep-voiced Irwin and 
higher-pitched Bean combine talents and rotating Chicagoland "guests" (who, in Irwin's 
words, were "tricked into playing the fancy guitar and fiddle parts") into something so 
not-of-this-era that one's mind wanders to delusions of the Coon Creek girls sharing a 
whiskey bath with young Kitty Wells, A.P. Carter and a couple of his naked daughters. If 
there are any hints of modem indie convention seeping into the proceedings—Janet also 
drums for Eleventh Dream Day, Thrill Jockey could be said to customarily represent quite 
wild-ass punk rock—I sure can't hear 'em. I was going to say something about the relative 
case in taking the girl out of the country and the attendant inability to take the country out 
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of the girl when it hit me: The little heartbreaks and tragedies that make up traditional 
country's oiwre are recognizable as the stuff of life itself, whether they're hollered from 
the traffic-choked street or the vine-snarled back porch. (Thrill Jockey; Box 476794, 
Chicago IL 60647) 

FREAKWATER "My Old Drunk Friend/Kentucky" 7" 

This proceeded the above LP by a week or two and is highly notable and worthy for the 
most beautiful & majestic original they've penned ("Your Goddamn Mouth" 
notwithstanding) and for a Louvin Brothers cover that's found here and here only. The 
drunk friend in question sounds like someone I really ought to get to know. I've never had 
any drunk friends. (Thrill Jockey; Box 476794, Chicago IL 60647) 

FREAKWATER "Dancing Underwater/Freakwater" CD 

My next question after ingesting Feels JJke The 7'hird Time a zillion times had to do w/ 
tracking down the first two Freakwater LP's released on a tiny California label called 
Amoeba, and someone heard my telepathic cries and bound the records together on one 
CD. God love 'em for it. I was warned that these were more in an uptempo Bill Monroe - 
style hoot n' holler bluegrass vein than the 3rd record's lamentable backwater sawings, but 
except for a few rousing forays into said territory on the Freakwater portion of the disc 
it's pretty much a wonderful collection of gen-u-ine "songs you could cry for" (to quote 
but one of this queen-sized bucket of heartstring-pullers). Augmented w/ a reedy fiddle 
that seems to snake itself around every lovely turn of phrase and vocal harmony 
songbirded by Mss. Irwin & Bean, Dancin? Underwater is the more fully-realized of the 
two, recorded as it was in '91, a good two years after the first record saw light. Like their 
current release, Freakwater are steeped about 50-50 in covers vs. originals, and when 
they’re at their best they’ve created a whole celebratory veneer of barroom ambiance that's 
rooted ever deeper in a backwoods aesthetic that these children of Kentucky have come to 
know and understand. That they've decided to share it with us is what we call a "win - 
win". (Amoeba; 5337 La Cresta Court, Los Angeles CA 90038) 

ALASTAIR GALBRAITH "Intro Version" 7"EP 

More ghostly reverb-strum from New Zealand's most consistently on-thc-mark 
exponent of the shining path walked by once & former Xpressway artistes. There’s now a 
whole new set of young branches sprouting all over the isle, some quite worthy, some 
quite not Mr. Galbraith continues to function almost as the heavenly father to it all, with 
his despairingly personal take on matters of abject darkness and beautiful light, delivered 
with an exceptionally unique & rule-changing approach to modern song structure. Really, 
who needs the Folk Implosion anyway? (Roof Bolt; Box 3565, Oak Park IL 60303-3565) 

HOWE GELB "Dreaded Brown Recluse" CD 

Recorded all over the Southwest map by Mr. Gelb between 1986 and 1991, this is his 
non-Giant Sand "solo album" that has been reissued this year by the hoodwinked Gelb - 
lovers over at Restless. I like this even better than the Blacky Ranchette disc—though it 
again skids around peyote-tinged western musics, wanton guitar-mangled noise, odd 
piano shuffles & whispered lullabies like any of his stuff, the best tracks ("Warm Storm", 
"Wild Dog Waltz") are in a bent desert-folk troubadour mode a la a more thirsty & shaky - 
hand Townes Van Zandt. And the lead track, "Spirit Lie", is a dead ringer for some 
magnum opus lifted right off of Neil Young's Ztttna or Fverxbody Knows Lhll—fe 
Nowhere , a comparison I'm afraid our man's never going to shake. Unless of course he 
shifts courses another 180 billion degrees. Count on it. (Restless/Amazing Black Sand; 
1616 Vista Del Mar Ave., Hollywood CA 90028) 

GIANT SAND "Purge & Slouch" CD 

I got to hobnobbing with some associates not long ago about this recent spate of not- 
half-bad musical acts being snapped up by the majors with seemingly greater intensity 
than even Sire Records' late-70's power-grab (which helped along some of the more 









magnificent records of the day by TELEVISION, SAINTS, RAMONES & others, most 
of which bombed mightily & precluded major-label involvement with anything halfway 
decent for a dozen some-odd years following). We batted around the names of some of 
these modern-day Rezillos and DMZs. Who would fall the hardest, get the most 
employees fired, by virtue of their utter superiority, complexity or ingenuity? I proffered 
either "Royal Trux" (unless they turn into Santana) or "Claw Hammer", two fairly 
baffling recent signees, but my associates had me beat. "Giant Sand", they said. "Oh 
yeah", I said. Now perhaps this last one for Restless is a "purge" of sorts-IIowe Gelb, Mr. 
Sand, states in the insert "We won't be playing it live cause it was only for when it was. 
Whenever."--but it stands proud as their most confusing stage-left exit since Long Stem 
Rani - The CD clocks in at about 78 minutes and trips all over their loose, unbracketed 
roots/metal terrain, a big step s'ways from the last two oddball CD's which still had a 
measurable amount of cohesive and recognizably crafted songs. The beauty of a 
rejuvenating release like this one is the assurance that Gelb & co. will always be doing it 
100% THEIR WAY, getting every last plink & plunk down on tape, cutting and slicing 
up the good or the interesting or even the annoying morsels, letting that one A&R person 
present it to his boss on the nose candy tray, and somehow finding a way to do it with a 
new glorious slant record after record. I get the feeling that they don’t want to make too 
big a deal of this release so we’ll just have to see where they lead us next. 
(Restless/Amazing Black Sand; 1616 Vista Del Mar Ave., Hollywood CA 90028) 

GUITAR WOLF "Wolf Rock!" LP 

Saw this trio play last year and busted a gut watching the ridiculous frontman/guitarist 
jump off chairs and play the most ham-handed "solos" on his knees w/ a face packed tight 
with concentration and fury. It was totally ludicrous, but the crowd, making allowances 
for our heroes' brown skin in that wonderful way that Americans often elevate Japanese 
kitsch up to manna-like heights, went completely bonkers. What I didn't then realize is 
that Guitar Wolf indeed were going great lengths to thrive on and nurture their ineptitude, 
and that they would soon release an LP so ear-scrapingly crammed w/ the mistakes and 
anti-budgetry of a couple generations of ugly garage musics that it's only appropriate that 
we once again roll call the antecedents (Mods' "Leave My lIouse"/Solger/Mike Rep 
"Rocket To Nowhere'VScreaming Mee-Mees/etc.) responsible for the idea that something 
like this could ever be released on the buying public. A new low? You bet, and it’s great. 
So Link Wray poked a couple holes in his amp w/ a pencil? Wolf Rockf 's ungodly 
mastering gives it the feel of a armada of giant ants chewing & smacking through a crate 
of vintage FuzzFace distortion pedals. They even mastered the squeal & static between 
tracks, and though worries are probably groundless, you're certainly not the only one 
wondering what it's doing to your speakers. I'm sure the Wolf would be the first to tell 
you that Mr. Wray is their guiding light, and this record has a handful of slash-n-burn 
Link covers ("Machine Gun Guitar", "Jack The Ripper" and so on) and a bunch of 
originals cast in the same wailing, so-over-the-top-I-just-can’t-bcar-it mold. Seeing them 
play live a few weeks back with a whole new spin on things worked wonders—this is 
entertainment, folks!, and now they've even sort of gleaned the ability to play (a little) and 
amazingly have transferred the sound and feel of the record (via feedback, howls and 
some terrific preening by Seiji a.k.a. the eponymous "guitar wolf") into a live setting. 
Give them a try—retardation this inspired doesn’t come along very often. (Goner; P.O. 
Box 40566, Memphis TN 38174-0566) 

GUITAR WOLF "Kung Fu Ramone" LP 

What a great title for a record! The Wolf have slackened only a teensy from their 
previous release and are making a tentative stutter-step away from Link Wray as be-all 
and end-all—this is more out & out garage plowing & flailing, with such a ridiculous spin 
on past/present/future rock and roll that a track entitled "Thunders Guitar" sounds so 
unlike the Heartbreakers or Dolls and so much like a warped nitrogen-fueled send-up of 
The Cramps' "TV Set" that I'm highly suspicious "Guitar Wolf”, "Bass Wolf’ and "Drum 
Wolf" even know from which angle they’re attempting to come or what form of raunch 





1. Youth Problem 


SIDE ONE 



2.1986 


3. Pussy Control 


SIDE TWO 


4. Riot Riot 


1. Dream Diver 


5.1 Fought The Police 


2.1 Don't Care About Sleep Anymore 


6. Fuckology 


3. Showroom Dummies 


they're attempting to rape. And the mastering problems on this one are for the record 
books--some vocals recorded for 45rpm playback and then slowed, music (maybe) at 33 
and (maybe) sped up. Completely and totally out of time. (Bag Of Hammers; P.O. Box 
928, Seattle WA 98111) 

HARRY PUSSY "Girl Holding Frog" 7"EP 

Thought I’d add my voice to the chorus of touters trumpeting the second release from 
these twisted Florida semi-improvised savants as some of the most unholy, disjointed & 
wild freedom fuckery on planet earth right now. One of the most mysterious releases to 
ever show up in my mailbox (with no information anywhere save an address), this has a 
piece de resistance in the middle of side one, a live recording of a woman possessed of a 
miraculous set of pipes using them to such hellhound effect that, well, as Lax said last 
issue, "Who says you have to get a sax to be one?". Close your eyes and it's a horribly - 
tuned horn, no wait, that certainly IS a woman shrieking. Hey, now she's choking. She 
sweetly thanks the audience, two of them shout "hooray!” and it’s over. Unreal. 'Hie rest 
burrow deep into a frantic noisc/improv scatter-zone with enough relative electro-spasm 
"togetherness" that it's closely on par w/ the Monster Truck 5 side of that split single a 
couple years back. The thing's probably old and gone now, but it couldn’t hurt to drop a 
line and tell ’em you cared. (Esync; P.O. Box 380621, Miami FL 33238-0621) 

HARRY PUSSY "Please Don't Come Back From The Moon/Nazi USA" 7" 

This one's more on the level of Qvgn Bait or Feel Good &boul Yojjz /?o<7v -era Pussy 
Galore—at least on one fantastically splayed-out track; the other's kind of an atmospheric 
improvisational toke in the vein of their First single. The joke is, each number is randomly 
split in two and distributed in parts on each side, maybe as a slap against home tapers or 
something. Hrumph—I'm not impressed. There's a picture of Nirvana w/ Danny Peters on 
the cover and no one knows why. (Blackjack; 663 10th St., Oakland CA 94607) 

HARRY PUSSY "Deluxe" 12"EP 

The best yet, and what a righteous kick in the ass. Harry Pussy, I have it on good word, 
practice & hone their assaultive battering-ram heroics each and every day-the payoff is a 
uncodifiable record that, in one ear, sounds like a detuned mess of early 80's US hardcore 
punk, rearranged and whiplashed out with militaristic aplomb, and in the other, a wall- 
pushing nod toward total freedom, improvisation, and space, but with such extreme 
precision and packed-to-the-gills fidelity, I swear it sounds more like teenage Die 
Kruezen or Deep Wound than modern improv music from New York's Lower East Side 
that I won’t even pretend to understand or appreciate. The whole thing just burns by—one 
track ends, drumsticks tick off the next, and the shit flies', there are times, however, when 
their racket approaches the melancholic—the second side in particular, which contains a 




cover of Kraftwerks 'Showroom Dummies", slows the heart rate down a bit with less 
guitar slashing & a little more in the way of mesmerizing drone. What little I know about 
Miami renders the odds of this unit existing and thriving there right off the chart, but the 
fact that they do means the residents of South Florida can file away those Gay Cowboys 
In Bondage records and trumpet to the Keys these new kings and queens of inflamed, 
radical sound explosion. (Siltbreeze; P.O. Box 53297, Philadelphia PA 19105) 

JOHNNY HASH "Blues Is Depressing" 7" 

Shitcan electro-blues from what I guess is an on-again, off-again project for a duo 
halfway comprised of one Dan Brown, sometime '68 Comeback member and now 
fulltime Royal Trux session man. If the menu for watching Doo Rag includes drinking a 
whole bunch of pints and smiling a lot, than I imagine the ticket for the Johnny Hash 
concert would come with a quaalude and a kick in the teeth. "Pink Lunchbox" (fuck!) is 
exemplary tongue-hanging-out slobber, with a ramshackle nod to the blind and toothless 
masters of the 1930’s and a wink toward modem lo-fi disorganization. "Yeah Yeah Yeah 
Yeah Yeah Yeah" (a Ronnie Barnett original) is more of the same and is but good. Take 
away this label’s Fireworks single and this is hands-down wild basement 7" of the year. 
(In The Red; 2627 E. Strong PI., Anaheim CA 92806) 

HUMPERS "Space Station Love/This Measly Dimension" 1" 

More pre-Ramoncs white panther punk thud from the goddamn HUMPERS, who just 
get louder and more inebriated every time I watch them stomp it out live (which is, let it 
be said, as often as humanly possible). They lose a guitarist here, kick out a bass player 
there, no biggie. They come back on like a wild pack of punk dogs, beaned up on whites 
& brown-bagged bourbon, looking & sounding for all the world like they just teleported 
in from the ^Vhiskey parking lot at a 1975 Imperial Dogs/Weasels concerto. These tracks 
are somewhere on the latest Journey, To The Center Oj Your WaHej CD but all parties 
concerned maintain that these are "different versions". OKAY. (Bag Of Hammers; P.O. 
Box 928, Seattle WA 98111) 

ICKY BOYFRIENDS "Cuckoo" 7"EP 


I continue to have a soft spot in my heart for these low-tech miscreants approximately 
the size of the one youd have found on young Buddy Ebsen's head. A continuing theatre 
of the bizarre and excessive within their own retardo/garagc construct, the Icky 
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Boyfriends here puke two of their new "studio” hits out on side one and mottle the mix 
with two of their very oldest home recordings on the flip. Given an inch, these masters of 
guerilla showbiz have gone & taken a mile, having included a tasteless locked groove on 
their worst-ever song (“Industrial Melanism”). Perhaps you may want to consider the 
more stand-up I'm Not Fascinating LP as a prerequisite (or as a laxative). (Blackjack; 
663 10th St., Oakland CA 94607) 

INHALANTS “Kolchak, The Night Stalker/Middle Ages” 7“ 

Terrific no-count rawness from young, dumb & weird Austin derelicts, reminiscent in 
their supreme simplicity to the primitive beauty of the Urinals, but pushing a more 
demented, chugging speed-vibe (with a great lockjawed, rubber-room escapee/vocalist) 
that moves in short, furious unencumbered-by-knowledge chords. Their immense 
improvement over their OK first single mirrors that of a lot of the new batch of the 
trashiest garage bands, and only reconfirms my belief that Oh-Yes-You-CAA be too raw, 
too unprofessional, and too naively stupid to plug into a 4-track—witness the debuts of 
Supercharger, The Statics or worse, any band I’ve ever been associated with. “It sounds 
like a bunch of shit”. Uh, yeah, mom, it is. The Inhalants, on the other hand-wow. As 
long as little blasts of homemade genius like this continue to slither out, 7“ vinyl will 
remain a wonderfully viable form. (Bag Of Hammers; P.O. Box 928, Seattle WA 98111) 

LAZY COWGIRLS “Frustration, Tragedy & Lies” 7“EP 

Back to square one for the Cowgirls, who're sounding hotter than they have in years. 
It’s my opinion that it took them a while to find their feet after Allen & Keith split for less 
interesting pastures, but I'm damn glad to have them parlaying their strengths in energized 
spirit of '78-style thick-neck punk into some real fine (and tuneful!) songs. This has all the 
jacked-up garage blast you'd expect from a Crypt release, with Pat hollering so 
convincingly on “Frustration...” you'd think someone just disparaged Cassius Clay to his 
face. They've had a backlog of material waiting for release since the new line-up 
congealed that I'd sure love to hear on vinyl. What's taking them so long? (Crypt; 
Postbox 304292, 20325 Hamburg GERMANY) 

KING LOUIE THE 69TH & THE HARAHAN CRACK COMBO "Jailbait/Little 
Girl” 7” 

In my dictionary a “crack combo” is one that can perform first-rate musical feats of 
derringdo without so much as a winked eyeball, and as such this wild act of liquid 
courage from a two-bit Louisiana rockabilly/JD outfit hits the mark real well. All things 
considered, of course; these two are 90-second whoop & holler belches from deep in the 
groin, and in this kind of agitated, red-eyed, who-cares state it would stand to reason that 
there are few targets these men could actually hit. Skip that namby-pamby Untamed 
Youth crap and look hither; this is puke & roll from sexhounds too loaded to score & too 
dumb to know better and like everything else on Goner so far you know it rules. (Goner; 
P.O. Box 40566, Memphis TN 38174-0566) 

MINUTEMEN “Georgeless” 7”EP 

If there's one band that I wish I’d seen that I probably could’ve and didn’t for various 
and sundry lame reasons, it’d be the mid-80's Flesheaters. After that, the Minutemen 
certainly. Their recorded work from start to fin was matchless—early on for its startling 
brevity and sheer unconventionality within that context and later for the fountainhead of 
ideas turned into brilliantly-realized and -executed songs, one right after the other, no two 
alike. Because George Hurley had briefly quit the Boon/Watt axis in the band’s teething 
stage to "join new wave band Hey Taxi!” (!), these March 1980 recordings are with a Mr. 
Frank Tonche, who thankfully "became afraid of punk rock" and himself quit the band so 
that Hurley could go on to establish himself in the Minutemen as the punk drummer by 
which all others were measured. The five tracks here were recorded "econo” on a cheap 
cassette box and boast the spastic, jagged exhilaration that came to be their trademark in 
the Paranoid Time /Bean Spill ! Punch Line days of ’80-'82, when, by all accounts, the 






Minutemen were a sort of supercharged w&erband that even left 9/10ths of the then- 
amazing Los Angeles music scene fumbling around in its collective pocket. Only "Joe 
McCarthy’s Ghost" has been released in any form and Watt only knows why the others 
were jettisoned when Hurley rejoined, ’cause they're all wonderfully celebratory herks & 
jerks in the patented blink-and-you-missed style. The South Bay's been unable to find its 
feet ever since their demise and we’re highly privileged to be granted a little unseen slice 
of one of rock music's alltime transcendent & amazing units. (Forced Exposure; P.O. Box 
9102, Waltham MA 02254-9102) 

MONOSHOCK "Soledad/Striking A Match In The Year 4007" 7" 

Monoshock's influences (borne out in their choice of live covers) are so well placed-- 
Red Transistor, Mirrors, Lollipop Shoppe, Electric Eels, Hawkwind, Radio Birdman, Von 
Lmo, Controllers—that one might be forgiven for expecting them to come off as a tame, 
intellectualized men-who-knew-too-much shadow of their idols. Au contraire ! They've 
proven infinitely capable of producing the most exciting, corrosive doses of unbridled 
guitar-led Bay Area squall since the pandemonium of CRIME circa 1977, and come off 
on this 2nd 7" as a lo-fi, drugged version of that very band. Or perhaps as a warp-speed 
Hawkwind bashing out retarded 60’s punk a la the ffacfc From The Grave comps, w/ the 
end result in a league with the first Monster Magnet single? Sure! The A-side’s "tribute" 
to Soledad brother George Jackson just bleeds all over the fucking place yet is the most 
tuneful Monoshock slop-romp to date—’’Striking A Match" is deeply stretched-out, 
howling psych noise that seems on the verge of total collapse at any moment. One of the 
best against-the-norm punk bands currently calling the universe home. (Blackjack; 663 
10th Street, Oakland CA 94607) 

MOTARDS "I'm A Criminal" 7"EP 

Mystery private-press release from Texans too chicken to give an address on the sleeve 
of their own record, an attitude in keeping with a band who apparently feel the need to 
apologize to paying customers whenever a particular live set of obnoxo-garage throb is 
too "good" or "tight". So while this 7” could have been an odious piece of juvenile punk 
trash, it’s actually an exceptionally shit-hot piece of juvenile punk trash, with raw, throaty, 
spat-sung vocals; severely overmodulated 1-2-3-4 "melody" lines, and a general learning- 
to-play feel that brings to mind the amazing 2nd Supercharger LP spun at an 
uncomfortable 25rpm. Wouldn’t it be nice if the complexities of male/female relational 
emotion could always be boiled down into a raspy, descending-riff minute-&-a-half croak 
called "My Love Is Bad"? Inflammatory punk savagery that ought to have no problem 
fitting in on a quality label like In The Red or Bag Of Hammers, (no label; try to order 
through Estrus; P.O. Box 2125, Bellingham WA 98227) 

MUMMIES "Fuck The Mummies" bootleg CD 

These guys sniveled & bellyached for so long and so loudly about the injustice of not 
being recorded the way they deemed themselves worthy, and then about losing the belt - 
notch of being allowed the honor of having an LP out on Crypt, that it’s especially nice to 
see these "lost" Mike Mariconda sessions debuting ON A COMPACT DISC. I have to 
admit, when you get down to listening to it, they were pretty much right on—these 
recordings are vastly inferior to the Hangman/Telstar LP releases because A.) Trent sings 
like a big scary monster on about half the tracks and that's about the stupidest fucking 
move he or the band ever made (totally ruining "Rosie” on a old Estrus 7", one of their 
wildest live numbers), and B.) the production is way too clean. When this band were at 
their peak they were dishing the out & out thuggery of no-hit, anti-square USA 60’s teen- 
punk like they wrote the goddamn book, and who wants to hear it all smoothed out & 
multitracked? Not you! It still blows doors on all but the creme-de-la-creme of the genre, 
and in a stroke of good fortune, the bootleggers behind this release went & tacked on an 
insane New Year's Eve live show at Maxwell's that sounds as loathsome & wild as any 
time I ever witnessed them. The scent of the big green $$$ has the Mummies "re-united" 
and in Europe every 18 months or so, but if you're not among our European friends this 
might be the way to go. (no address) 



OBLIVIANS "Call The Shots" 7"EP 

Eric Wipeout , creator of one of the USA's premier journals of smash-chord rock arcana 
& budget punk/surf/blues action, gives it a shine himself with a pair of co-conspiritors & 
does a pretty stand-up job. Howled vocals, buried fidelity, extreme mono and volume all 
the fucking way ..."Jim Cole" takes the Supercharger beacon of what a no-count snot- 
nosed attitude & a rather slim recording allowance can buy & runs with it headlong into a 
big fat ditch for all of a minute. I imagine Mr. Cole’s a denizen of the Memphis 
underworld with much the same standing as Rubin Fiberglass has in ours—it's a real 
shame "Fiberglass" has no rhyming couplet. Look for more from Eric & the gang—they’re 
sure to rattle some shanks. (Goner; P.O. Box 40566, Memphis TN 38174-0566) 

OBLIVIANS "Oblivians" 10"EP 

OK, so I skipped the great In The Red single ("Static Party")—you don't think we kiss 
that guy's ass enough already? The Oblivians have graduated from their subhuman 
1965/1978 garage mangling to a very precarious point: they can't figure out if they want 
to TOTALLY APE THE BLUES EXPLOSION or if they want to be a more potent 
version of themselves. I'm willing to forgive such ill-advised excursions such as "Show 
Me What You Like"--I swear, all that's missing is the theremin—when they inject such 
revved-up fire into numbers like "Shut My Mouth", which sounds like the missing bridge 
between VOM's "Electrocute Your Cock" and some of that early DWARVES one-minute 
mastery, which was just about the hottest thing going at the time. All attendees I 
consulted reported with much gusto that they were the hands-down hit of this year’s 
Garageshock, so here's hoping the Spencermania is a "just to see if we could" aberration. 
(Sympathy; 4901 Virginia Ave., Long Beach CA 90805) 

PAGANS "Everybody Hates You" CD 

This is your third and probable last chance to have virtually the entire oeuvre of 
Cleveland's mighty PAGANS presented to you on a literal and figurative silver platter-- 
this one, though, unlike the Treehouse & Resonance collections, is really the be-all and 
end-all of bad ass late 70's punk. No one, not Crime, not the Users, maybe not even The 
Bags could touch the Pagans for sheer all-out mastery of the desperation and even 
violence inherent in the wildest punk of the day. No one cared then—"Dead End America" 
indeed-no one cared when they got back together for a few moments in the early 80's and 
recorded The Pink Album —(raw howl in their patented pure gut-ENERGY style put forth 
when the rest of the punk milieu were engaging in a fast/faster/fastest contest)—but Crypt 
Records cared enough to collect 30 wailing Pagan numbers from '77 onward, including all 
sides of all the original singles, different versions, 9 Rink, tracks, late 80's revamped line¬ 
up stuff, etc. It's pretty much all here and is as liberating and adrenaline-pumping a peak 
as the punk rock and roll form has yet allowed, believe it. (Crypt; Postbox 304292, 20325 
Hamburg GERMANY) 

PALACE "Come In/Trudy Dies" 7” 

Known to many as the more long-winded Palace Brothers, these gentlemen are leading 
indicators in a countrywide back-to-the-land movement and as such have thusfar let slip 
some real ghostly and beautiful American music. They gussy up their normal roots- 
shamble/bible belt moan/19th century US-UK folk crawl with a breezy texture of synth 
and a leisurely staidness of pace on "Trudy Dies" so that Brother #1, a cracked actor in 
the very best Boy In The Plastic Bubble tradition, can slooowly slice out his black heart 
and slap it right square onto his tear-soaked sleeve. "Come In’"s non-story unfolds like 
one of those classroom games where I give you a sentence, you follow it up with a related 
sentence, and together we create a ridiculous narrative and laugh ourselves pink. Except 
it's not at all funny, and no one's laughing. With a decided sparseness of instrumentation 
and a profile sunk real low, the brothers (if indeed they are still brothers) continue to 
function as a mighty pleasurable mystery. (Drag City; P.O. Box 476867, Chicago IL 
60647) 
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PALACE SONGS "Ilorscs/Stablc Will" 7" 

Not much of a step forward for the former Brothcrs-I do not expect to see them 
topping the majestic "Drinking Woman" anytime soon-but this is a fairly enjoyable 
compliment to the more rousing aspects of the There Is No-One LP. Side A has a Mekons 
relation of some sort (what is it with certain large populations'—specifically Chicago's-- 
fascination w/ that band? I'm befuddled) and comes with a side of more unharnessed 
guitar noise & vocal histrionics than ever before seen. The flip has a couple of synth 
bleeps and burps and is just kinda there. Good luck at Lollapalooza!! (Drag City; P.O 
Box 476867, Chicago IL 60647) 


MIKE REP AND THE QUOTAS "Heroes...And Idols" 7" 

I heard that this is the worst-selling and -received release in Bag Of Hammers' short 
history; tough luck for all parties concerned because it's one of the best 7" records of the 
last couple years if my meager opinion means anything. Rep is forever a master at linking 
the most transcendent aspects of all rock and rolls into a Velvets context—right up there 
w/ such disparate linkers as Television, Simply Saucer, Opal, et al—and this shows him in 
continued top form, with one tremendous song played twice over two sides. Side A is a 
live screech, with Rep and noted lover of fun, Mr. Jack Taylor of Athens, Greece, on 
respective Silvertone and S.G.. The flip is one of those moments that remind you in one 
sitting of EVERYTHING YOU LOVE ABOUT MUSIC-I'm getting choked up here but 











MIKE REP & THE QUOTAS photo courtesy Mike Hummel 

will attempt to carry on~and features the telepathic vocals of Tommy Jay, "recorded in 
glorious hiss-o-phonic". Think "Beginning To See The Light" with a more stoned garage 
punk feel, and with congas. Don’t forget the congas. I agree, this current movement 
toward lack of fidelity (oops—"accidentally on purpose") for its own sake is totally 
pointless, but the facts remain: Rep was eaking out genius basement recordings in the 
1970's, and has used the warmth and seemingly oxymoronic clarity of low-fidelity 
recording and mastering to his decided advantage for years. Buy this single and help right 
the world’s wrongs. I implore you. (Bag Of Hammers; P.O. Box 928, Seattle WA 98111) 

SPACEMEN 3 "Walkin’ With Jesus/Transparent Radiation EP’s" bootleg CD 

Hooray-someone decided to make an honest buck and went & bootlegged two of the 
half-dozen gone-for-good Spacemen 3 EP's and he/she happened to have chosen the very 
best ones "to boot”. I think the deceptively silent piano/violin build & drugged seer-of-all 
vocals in the long version of "Transparent Radiation" stands as this band's peak skin- 
crawl, and if just that ain’t enough there's the e-x-t-e-n-d-e-d version of the Thirteenth 
Floor Elevators’ "Rollercoaster" and their tranced take on Sun Ra/MC5’s "Starship". 66 
minutes of pure white light and symphonic shine, and along with the Tahiti? Drug s LP, 
the first two legit LP’s, the live in Amsterdam LP and the beautiful loosin' Touch With 
YoULMind gatefold thing, this artifact and a little hindsight helps cement the 3 as the UK's 
best non-Childish export in a decade (1980-89) of mostly pure "twaddle" from the mother 
country. (Oblivious Participant; no address) 

STRAPPING FIELDHANDS "Discus” LP 
This LP is getting a big-time heralding from just about everyone who’s heard it and 
little wonder—this untag-able Philadelphia quintet have created a crazy-quilt smorgabob 
of sub-underground sounds and have somehow made it all positively listener-friendly for 
the first time (as opposed to the "difficult" jaunty & detuned folk/stoner aura of their 
singles). C'mon, "Boo IIoo Hoo"—have you heard a song that made you any happier this 
year? Bob Molloy's sardonic, affected limey swagger manages to avoid rubbing me the 
wrong way (I do say, rather the opposite), largely thanks to the band's wonderful fission 
of an all-ears-open song-sensibility and out-&-out extra-musical experimentation, which 
gives his leprechaun-ish mincing & bleating a whole lot more weight & which moves 
them from one unique low-tech, high-minded mood to the next. Good thing too, as this 








record's next best number happens to be titled "Lonnie Donnegan's Mum's Tea Chest". 
Whew. The free spirits at work here are operating on a totally different frequency than 
any other band I can think of in 1994, and alas, have again eluded convenient 
ghettoization on my part. Just ask someone you love. (Omphalos; 608 So. 5th St., 
Philadelphia PA 19147) 

VS. SAUCER "Size It Up/Consuela" 7" 

Something I read in the SF Seals presskit had it that this trio "are making boatloads of 
people cry for the sheer joy of it". It might take a while to worm your way of thinking 
around the highly unique vocal stylings of David Tholfsen (try crossing a yodel with a 
yawn), but once you do there's nice bit of rootsified avant-melancholia to lose a few of 
your marbles in. Thinking Feller Brian is a guitarist here and SF Seal Margaret rounds out 
the trio—together they make a shamble to the liquor bin seem like a pretty inspired idea 
and they retain a good deal of the shrill twang of the Fellers without straying from an 
abject celebration of the primal wail. As Rosey Grier says, "I know some big boys that 
cry, too". (Amarillo; P.O. Box 24433, San Francisco CA 94124) 

VARIOUS ARTISTS "AK-79" CD 

I knew fuck-all about New Zealand 60's punk until Flying Nun licensed the Wild 
Things comp (one of my favorite caveman garage period pieces from any country) and 
was similarly unaware of any ace punk-motion on Kiwi shores in the late 1970's until this 
fantastic comp appeared. It turns out that this is in actuality a semi-reissue of an LP that 
came out way back then, documenting a pretty explosive 1979 scene centered in 
Auckland, w/ a whole bunch of unearthed tracks and singles from the six bands on the 
original compilation and a handful from other units. If this is as representative as I get the 
feeling it is, it would appear that NZ punk nodded more in the direction of what was 
officially referred to as "new wave" at the time (perhaps you remember new wave)-- 
keyboards were the stock in trade for groups like Chris Knox's TOY LOVE and the 
somewhat "raga" PRIMMERS; slightly fey English-y falsettos were allowed, and indeed, 
utilized, by groups like The SWINGERS (who later went to the top of the NZ pop charts 
and all over KROQ and "The Quake" with "Counting The Beat"). That's part of what 
makes this comp such a blast to listen to, however-the idea that leagues away from the 
US and UK the kids were doing it for themselves without the pervasive influence of 
imperialist outsiders, in a day when a young man could call himself "Mike Lesbian" and 
wear the name w/ pride. (Remember also that this is a country where The Fall's "Totally 
Wired” went Top 5!). Tracks by The SCAVENGERS and PROUD SCUM arc as ranting 
and tooth & nail as anything done by respective English compatriots the Buzzcocks and 
Users (the Scavengers' "Mystcrcx" & "True Love" are hands-down destroyers in an 
imaginary punk rock demolition derby vs. every horrible "popcore" outfit clogging our 
nation's clubs and pressing plants), and even The Swingers' tracks (csp. "Certain Sound") 
are pretty great. Well-heeled connoisseurs of the era's riches will find plenty to cheer 
about here. (Flying Nun/Propcller; P.O. Box 677, Auckland, NEW ZEALAND) 

VARIOUS ARTISTS "Sacred Cattle" 7"EP 

A worthy project, probably a bootleg, devoted to raising into consciousness (600 record 
buyers at a time) "a lo-fi selection of previously unreleased Texas punk 1977-1982”. 
Nearly fantastic choice of material at a time when the last few Killed By Death s have been 
thin to the point of irrelevance and when the Bloodstains Across Texas comp of Texas 
punk sounds was such a severe disappointment. BOY PROBLEMS are the posthumous 
stars—their blazing "Participation" is a full-on classic (reminds me of The Randoms!), 
recorded live in 1978 at the University Of Texas—you know, the place w/ the tower where 
that old guy went nuts & shot a bunch of people; VAST MAJORITY were a "Texan 
answer to the Urinals” and would be almost as good given a few less clues, a better 
vocalist & a slimmer 4-track allowance; Fort Worth's EJECTORS burn through a song 
about slamming in the pit, and NON COMPOS MENUS from Dallas turn in a somewhat 
rote but not half-bad English-sounding "pop-rocker”. More Texas unearthings are 
promised, and if I knew a way for you to get in touch w/ these fellas I'd be the first to tell 
you, but... (Existential Vacuum; no address) 
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